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and a few dramas that were praised and left to grow
even colder than they were. An edition of his Collected
Works had fallen moribund, and the splendour of the
First Part of Faust was still unknown except to a few.

But there in his simple but substantial house upon
the Frauenplatz the poet was, when the French
Hussars came trotting into the town. Even then his
own fine saying was true of him : " For myself I am
happy enough. Joy comes streaming in upon me
from every side. Only, for others I am not happy."
When all began fleeing from the town, he remained
quietly at home with Ghristiane and their boy. He
gave what he could in the way of clothing and food
to the unhappy refugees from the villages. The aged
sons and daughters of those very refugees have them-
selves told me what their fathers told them of the
horrors of that day : how the French slaughtered all
their cattle and fowls, took the bread from the ovens,
drank all the beer and the milk, ripped up the bedding
and coverlets, such as all Germans love, and scattered
the feathers to the October winds. But Goethe
refused to move.

The sixteen Alsatian Hussars quartered in his house
may have been surprised and pleased to hear the
dignified old gentleman speak the French language,
though indeed as Alsatians of those days they them-
selves probably spoke the kind of German dialect
which Goethe remembered from his distant youth
when he was making love to Friederike Brion at
Sesenheim, within a ride of Strasbourg. We may
imagine the sixteen cavalrymen after such a day
settling themselves fairly comfortably for the night
with food and drink, sofas and carpets, not knowing
or caring for a moment that close beside them was one
of the great poets of the world. After midnight two
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